BARBARIAN STORIES

go!' cried Tibar, and 'Let go - quick!' shouted the
crowd, and she dropped too. But the rope was
swinging; she turned once in the air; Tibar ran
under to catch her and thought he had her, but was
left with a handful of ripped silk and her lying at
his feet.

Lallek knelt over .her, someone held a torch; her
eyes and mouth were open and her hair was damp and
matting with blood. A gong sounded from inside the
Round House; Tibar picked her up and called his
men to follow and stand. They hurried in the thick of
a panting, whispering crowd, till they got to Shibrot
market-place. There they piled barricades of planks
and benches and tables out of the booths, and everyone
helped them, and more and more came to join them
with axes and knives and clubs, and all at once there
were drum-taps and the Queen's guards hurrying up
from the Palace, and in a litter among them the old
princess, Yanivi's foster-mother.

In the middle of the market-place there was a flare
of torches, where the shawl-sellers had heaped their
finest wares for Yanivi, the Mountain Queen, who
lay so strangely still, and Lallek, white and upright
and shivering, with eyes sometimes on her dead sister,
sometimes on Tibar, and sometimes on the child who
cried shrilly against the roar everywhere about them,
All round the crowd tossed, faces ruddy in the torch-
light, arms lifted, a gleam of metal; and the old
princess rocked herself to and fro, sobbing at the
dancer's feet. And then hoofs and a horse plunging
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